TRAMPING IN AMERICA

One night, when darkness had overtaken us, before
we could find a fit and comfortable place for camping,
we spied a house, and seeing no light in the window,
presumed it to be unoccupied. We knocked at the
door, and the hollow sound which followed convinced
us that no living person was then on the premises.
When we lifted the latch and entered we were surprised
to see chairs, a table and various articles of domestic
utility scattered in confusion on the floor. In spite of
this we proceeded to make ourselves easy for the night,
and coming out again began to feel in the darkness for
wood. Being successful in our search we returned and
made a fire, and there we slept until morning. As
usual, I was the first to rise on the following day, and
went forth in quest of water to make our breakfast
coffee. This I soon found, and was bearing it along,
when my attention was drawn to a board nailed to the
front of the house. There I saw the letters " Haunted,"
painted large, and ragged, as though by a hand that
had shaken with fear. If we had seen this board on
the night previous, no doubt we would have hurried
on in dread of our lives; but as it was, we made our
coffee and laughed heartily in the daylight. At this
time I took a notion to work for a few days, but Brum
showed his grinning face so often that I grew ashamed
of him and discharged myself. He seemed to have taken
a strange liking to me, and would not leave me, but
swore that not even for my sake would he become a
working man.

Brum was a man of an original turn of mind and his
ideas were often at variance with others. For instance,
all tramps in America travel on the railroad, whether
they walk or take free rides. Therefore it seems reason-
able to infer that the people who live on the outskirts
of a town, being farthest from the track, would be more
in sympathy with tramps, for they would see and hear